
	In this final chapter of Matt and Thomas’ love story, their precious baby daughter faces death until an unexpected rescuer saves her...

	 

	 

	Matt and Thomas have the life of their dreams. Successful writers and movie producers, they are the proud parents of baby Rose Elise Carter who is a dream child until she suddenly becomes gravely ill. Diagnosed with a rare bone-marrow disease, none of their family members are compatible donors for the little girl. Her surrogate mom has disappeared and can’t be found. Rose’s cousin Daphne is a match but is deemed too young to withstand the painful donor process.

	When Matt bumps into Thomas’ long-lost love, Daniel, in a fit of torment he confesses their nightmare. Daniel offers to submit himself. He’s a match. Will Thomas fall once again for Daniel or will love, like Black Point, belong to Matt... forever?
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	Authors’ Note

	 

	 

	Black Point Forever is a work of fiction. However, the critical worldwide shortage of bone-marrow donations is not. Blood diseases are infecting children at an alarming rate and many are left waiting for blood that never arrives. Our story was inspired by an actual case in New Jersey. That baby is still waiting for a donor, unlike the baby in this story.

	For blended families, this is a particularly heartbreaking dilemma. Thousands wait in vain sometimes for years for the perfect match.

	Please consider becoming a bone-marrow donor. You may just become a lifesaving hero to a sick child. It is painless, simple and requires a simple cheek swab. With so many sick and dying children in the world, their illnesses are usually curable via a blood donation. For further information, please check out these links: http://getswabbed.com and http://www.dkmsamericas.org/

	 

	 

	-AJ and DJ

	 


Chapter One

	 

	 

	“Are you crazy? We’ve got a house full of people and you want to have sex right here... right now?”

	Thomas stood at the kitchen sink, champagne bottle in hand, about to pop the cork. The champagne wasn’t the only thing about to blow.

	“Matt...”

	He gazed down at his husband who’d dropped to his knees, snuffling at Thomas’ fly like a deranged pig who’d found the tastiest truffles. Ever.

	“Sweetie,” Matt said, glancing up, his expression sulky. “You promised you’d go commando.” He dug into Thomas’ jeans, reaching for his cock now hardening inside his boxer briefs.

	“It’s uncomfortable,” Thomas said. “I like... ugh...”

	Matt’s mouth connected with his cock head. Thomas almost dropped the bottle. It was good champagne. Expensive champagne, actually. If he dropped it, heads would er... roll.

	Man, why do I get erotic thoughts the second I’m near him? Why are we so insatiable? Oh... that feels fucking great. Just enjoy it. Feel lucky.

	Hunting around for fresh reasons to gripe about Matt’s manic attack, he glanced outside the window at the family tableau on the back porch of their Black Point house. New Year’s Day, and their entire family was here celebrating Hawaiian style. Although it was winter, the sun poked through the low clouds and apart from a slight chill and some late-afternoon winds, this had been the perfect holiday weather. Considering almost the entire rest of the US was iced over, Thomas felt a pang of guilt.

	I couldn’t really be this happy, could I?

	The noises Matt made, indicated that yeah, he could. He put the bottle down on the counter and grabbed Matt’s head. Matt’s mouth tightened on Thomas’ cock. He felt the hot warmth flood his hard shaft. He pulled back, Matt releasing him with a pop.

	Ryan, Matt’s twin brother, stuck his head into the kitchen window.

	“Is that the champagne popping?”

	His gaze locked on Thomas’ now-glazed expression.

	“Gimme that bottle, you shameless hussy,” Ryan teased.

	Thomas handed it over, teetering as Matt sucked him all the way into his mouth again. Thomas’ own mouth had quit working.

	“Burgers are done,” Matt’s father, Baxter, shouted. The smell of charbroiled chicken and turkey burgers seemed to make Thomas’ engine rev a little more.

	“What the hell is in the water here?” Ryan muttered, shaking his head. “You two are always at it.”

	He didn’t say this unkindly, but Thomas sensed some jealousy. Thomas and Matt had their adorable baby, Rose, but at one year old, she slept through the night and didn’t throw herself on her sleeping parents first thing every morning like Ryan and Cole’s little girl, Daphne.

	“Oh, God,” Thomas rasped as Matt dug into Thomas’ underpants and grabbed his balls. Oh, man, his husband meant business. Matt sucked with gusto, releasing Thomas’ cock with another pop that just happened to coincide with Ryan popping the champagne. The sound sent Thomas flying.

	“Now!” he roared, coming so hard, he saw stars as Matt quickly swallowed him again. Thomas rocked back on his heels, Matt holding onto his balls.

	“Fuck,” he said as Matt held him in his throat, coaxing every last spasm from him. “I taught you well, boy.”

	Matt came off his cock, laughing. “I think I taught you a thing or two, buddy.”

	Thomas pulled him to his feet and kissed him.

	Matt wiped his mouth. “Hey, I got us a new toy to play with tonight.”

	“Yeah? What’s that?” Thomas parked his still-hard cock back in his jeans. Now, this was uncomfortable. His cock wanted to keep playing hide-me-sausage, but it would have to wait.

	Matt picked up the glasses they’d come into the kitchen for, just as Cole rapped on the window.

	“We still need three glasses.”

	“Coming,” Thomas said.

	“I thought you already did.” Matt’s grin earned him a swat on the butt and another kiss.

	“What toy did you get?” Thomas asked. The house was filled with toys and other opened presents. And Christmas tree needles. And sand and... edible condoms.

	He stared at the package. “Why did you get edible condoms?”

	“Well, they looked tasty.”

	“But we don’t use condoms,” Thomas reminded him.

	“Oh, but baby, you’ll need them when you fuck our virgin cabana boy, Juan.”

	Thomas raised a brow. “Our virgin cabana boy?”

	“Si, señor.” Matt gave him a suggestive wink.

	“Do we have a virgin cabana boy?”

	Matt stared at him. “Yes.” He pointed to himself.

	“Oh, I see. I was getting all excited there for a minute. I thought you were giving me permission to screw around.”

	Matt’s eyes narrowed. “You want permission to screw around?”

	“Only my virgin cabana boy. Now what does a virgin cabana boy wear?” Thomas pushed a strand of damp hair from Matt’s eye. Sometimes he couldn’t believe he’d married such a hot and handsome guy.

	“Whatever you want him to wear.”

	Thomas laughed.

	“I don’t want him to wear much. Especially when I want to fuck him.”

	“Of course.” Matt grinned.

	“So, I’m supposed to wear the condom and fuck you... I mean, Juan... and then what?”

	“When you come, I eat the condom and all your lovely juice... like one big, giant chocolate milkshake.”

	“Vraiment?” Thomas slipped into French. Matt was one constant surprise, lately.

	“So, when do I—”

	“Glasses!” Ryan roared from the window. “Whores!”

	“He just called me a whore,” Thomas said. “He must know I screw cabana boys.”

	“You are a whore, lover. My whore.” Matt turned on his heel and walked outside.

	Thomas followed, feeling quite mellow after his surprise blowjob. Matt always kept things spicy. Now Thomas could picture Juan, the cabana boy, and decided the guy would have to sneak into his bedroom in a skimpy G-string. Yeah. Body oil might be nice... bit of a rubdown...

	“Unca Tommy?”

	He came back to earth. Daphne, his gorgeous four-and-a-half-year-old niece, pulled at his arm. She stood on tiptoes on the back lanai, wearing a pink and purple bikini and the grass skirt, half of a hula girl costume. She plucked at her ukulele as he settled her on his lap.

	“Are you going to sing for me?” he asked, kissing the top of her head.

	He watched the happy faces around him, his gaze fixing on the astonishing sight of whales breaching in the distance. Their home, on the bluffs overlooking the Pacific, was a nonstop natural wonder. Monk seals sometimes sunned themselves on the lava rocks. Dolphins and whales showed off for them.

	But Daphne stole the show.

	“Yah!” she shrieked.

	“What are you going to sing?”

	“No. You sing, Unca Tommy.”

	“Hmmm... lemme think. How about Seasons in the Sun?”

	Her little face crumpled. “Yucky.”

	“But that’s a cool song.” He began to sing.

	“No! Something else.”

	He took the ukulele from her fingers. She’d covered it in shark stickers. Sharks were her new favorite animals.

	“What hula songs do I know?”

	“AC/DC!” she shrieked.

	Thomas glanced at the little girl. Her parents had been expanding her music repertoire. She hadn’t liked Thomas’ 70s music much until she heard Kiss and, God help them all, AC/DC. She could mimic their manic guitarist Angus Young’s head thrashing perfectly.

	“I didn’t know they do hula,” Thomas dead-panned.

	“Highway to Hell!” she yelled, pumping her fists in the air.

	“Did she just say hell?” Baxter asked.

	“Oh, my God. That song is burning up my iPod,” Cole said. “Pick another song sweetie. Please.”

	“No.” She frowned. She nudged Thomas. “Play.”

	He started strumming and baby Rose began to squall. Daphne scooted from his lap, leaving her ukulele with Thomas. She marched straight over to the baby, who’d been asleep in her crib. Matt’s mother, Elise, bent over the baby, but she wouldn’t stop crying.

	“My baby.”

	Daphne reached in, plucking Rose out of the crib. She held her. Rose was such a wonderful baby. She adored Daphne and grinned through her splashy tears at her cherished cousin. Daphne, in turn, hated dolls and anything girly, but was devoted to Rose. She and Elise fought over her. Daphne had taught her cousin some of her most valuable tricks, like spitting peas across the room and how to grab onto the nearest person or thing in her determination to stand on her own two legs.

	“Stinky diaper,” Daphne announced. She held the baby up to Elise and ran back to Thomas.

	“I’ll change her,” Thomas said. Elise had been great on the trip, but it was his turn to man up and do some stinky diaper duty.

	Back inside, he laid his baby on her changing table in the small room he and Matt had painted in sea colors for her. She looked up at him, her eyes a replica of his own. There was such trust and love there. He opened up her diaper.

	Holy shit. The rash she’d developed which had looked to be subsiding was back, worse than ever.

	This isn’t right.

	Thomas felt his throat constricting. Something deep inside told him something was wrong. He shook off the tremor of fear. He was always worried about Rose, especially now her birth mother, Lorelei, had disappeared. She’d filled out an extensive family history, but Thomas had discovered new levels of panic in the parental department with every passing week.

	Matt had gripped his heart, but Rose had not only gripped it, too, but also flung it around the room. She owned him. He and Matt fretted about her constantly. As if he, too, sensed something was off, he came into the room now.

	“What’s going on, babe? You’ve been gone a while.” He looked down. “Oh, my God. It’s gotten worse. What are the purple spots?”

	“I don’t know.”

	Anxiety made Thomas’ voice come out in a croak.

	“I thought she was getting better. Man, her skin feels like she’s on fire.”

	“Mom!”

	Within seconds, as if already sensing trouble, Elise rushed into the room.

	“I had three babies and diaper rash is normal... but this is a little freaky.”

	The baby had stopped crying once Thomas applied the cooling diaper cream they’d been putting on her. Her fingers gripped his. He placed a gentle kiss on her belly button, making her laugh.
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